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"What about the great horticultural shows?"
Granet ventured. "Granted that she has made a
miraculous disappearance from the midst of us all
here, it may some day be accounted for quite sim-
ply, and one of the first things she would do when
she felt the desire to return to her normal life would
be, I should think, to visit one of these shows."
"That is quite reasonable," Jane reflected. "I
don't know whether you know, Mr, Clunderson,
the extraordinary prices she paid for rare plants
and orchids and herbs to the importers. She would
think nothing of giving four or five hundred
pounds for a sprig of something growing in a
pot!"
"There's one thing," Spenser put in. "Suppose
she is somewhere struggling to find her way back to
normal life, she could do nothing without money.
Which reminds me," he added coolly. "Can you
give me an idea of what her ladyship's balance is,
Miss Grassleyes?"
"I could if I chose, I dare say," Jane answered.
"The simple truth is that I do not feel inclined to.
Why should I? It is no concern of yours/3
"So you are going to take up that line, are you?
You won't believe that I have an interest in the
Grassleyes estate?"
"Certainly not."
"Permit me," Clunderson interposed, "to say a
word or two upon that matter. There is not the
slightest evidence of Lady Grassleyes* ever receiv-
ing any money from any one. There is no trace of
capital having come from the bank or from any